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1 would like to dedicate this collection to all the faithful readers of Janus, particularly those who 
have followed my progress through the years and sent me Үнс most encouraging letters about my 
drawings. 


My special thanks and appreciation also go to Peter (the Janus editor during the period covered 
by this book), to Vie who took the photos, to Richard Manton, to St John and Michael who 

me the confidence to become an editor myself, to David Harrison who sparked me off to do this 
collection, and the Publi possible. 








he idea of put- 
ing together this 
collection fist 
(ums to me a 
couple of years 

0, when | received an 
unexpected gift from a 
friend: a very large book, 
compiled by himself over 
the years, containing copies 
ry drawing I had ever 

done for Janus. In fact, 
every contribution 1 had 
Vade to that esteemed pub- 
lication, both as a model 














1d as a writer, was there, 
Starting from the year 1982. 

Seving an accumulation 
of one's work can be quite 





И can also 
give you a shock! Some of 
those early drawings 
seemed rather crude and 
artless to me now, and yet 
there was а sort of innocent 
exuberance about them 
which took away any con- 
notation of "pornographs 
le”, and made me smile as 
the memories flooded back 
1۳۳۷ 


a revelation, 

















sed my friends in 





some of the characters 
epi ight a glimpse 
‘of myself in some of those 
female faces, remindi 











of my own delight and 
trepidation at that 
leapt enthusiastically from 








‘one erotic experience to the 
ext. Thad wanted to live out my fantasy world to 
the full! 

How lucky I have been! I was in the satisfying and 
enviable position of being able to explore and express 
my own fascinating journey of self discovery, as well as 
having the opportunities to find out more and more 
about the complicated world of spanking. But hold om 
Tam les of myself 


у first appearance in Janus was, strangely 
enough, in an issue with a most unfort 
number - 13 but clearly this goes to prove that 


it is by no means always the herald of bad luck. То the 
contrary, Janus came into my life at just the RIGHT time 
How did it all come about? 

By 1982 my career had already undergone several 
upheavals. From being an actress in the seventies play- 
ing roles from Shakespeare to Shaw to Peter Shaffer in 
stage productions, and appearing in small parts on T.V 
(very small), decided to revert to my first love - paint- 
ing - drifting gently into it via stage design and lighting. 























In those days the subject 
matter and inspiration for 
my painting was ай the- 
atrical. You would see 
montages of West End 
Shows and portraits of 
famous personalities fror 
films and Broadway, but 
not a bare bottom in sight! 
Тао illustrated a chil- 

dren's book, 

Then, as the eighties 
burst upon us, another 
change of direction 
occurred, born out of an 
nner restlessness and need 

and a gre 
y other factors which 
cannot be exp 
because I hardly under- 
myself. 1 
decided that wanted to 
appear ina sex video, 1 









































world was turned upside 
down. This new incar. 
tion of me didn’t seem to 
resemble the earlier, rather 
timid version at all. 
Adventurous and insa- 
tiable, she launched herself 
into a new career; exhib 
ing herself without any 
shame in glossy maga- 
zines, making mone films 
and creating new paintings 
out of the torrent of erotic imagery that was unleashed. 

1 had already discovered my interest in the riding crop, 
the strap and the martinet, but now 1 found that I was 
not alone in my interest. New friends arrived on the 
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expended a great deal of effort to give me the array of 
sensations I had come ай that way to experience. Of 
course thanked her. 

“The dramatic bruises lasted for some time and 1 
showed them with pride, but there is no sign of them 
in these photos and I appear to be quite happy to 
receive some fresh marks from the cane. Isn't life 
strange? 


following that first 
modelling session 1 
was asked by the 
mysterious new editor of 
Janus (1 had not actually 
met him yet) whether 1 
would like to try my hand 
at illustrating a story. And 
here enters a forceful new 
character into the scenario, 
who had a very strong i 
of where he wished 
magazine to go. | believe it 
began to have his own 
individual stamp on it 
from а 
onwards. 
ny first contribution. 
appeared in number 14. 
It was my good luck to 
of writing by 
d Manton as inspira- 
tion to start the creative 
juices going, I remember 
how impressed 1 was by 
the style and content of 
The Man with the Golden 
Rod". It seems on reflec: 
tion, to epitomise the per- 
fect Janus fantasy: rooted 
in the past when the pre 
vailing morality of the day 
gave permission to those in 
the right to discipline cru- 
elly those it deemed to be 
in the wrong. In reality this 
era was probably amongst 
the most miserable (for the. 
underlings anyway!) and misguided, but 1 sensed in 
Richard Manton's writing a certain wise humour and 
delight in the bizarre absurdity of it all. 1 delighted in it 
too and took great pains with this, my first drawing, 
endeavouring to give it the appearance of an old 
engraving. 
don’t know why, but my sympathies were always 
with James Miles when he dealt so harshly with those 
impudent, strapping girls. But what woman could 
possibly resist being impudent to such a mant 









































Her protests are gasped and breathless as you measure the 


Birch across the rounding анд وان‎ plumpness of Anges 





pale mobile seat-cheeks. Thrash! goes the tripleswitched rod 
‘across her quivering backside, Thrash!... Thrash! 

Thrash!... Thrash’... THRASH!.... THRASH!.. 
SWISHHHH-THRASH! 

What ан afternoon this promises to be! Ange's shrillness 
is making the rafters ring. Bottom uproards over the barrel 
she is going like a champion, legs pumping ир and dowen at 
acie the speed. Anges soft pale buttocks are dancing cheek- 
Toscheek and it is well for 
her that she cannot twist 
over on her hip. Thrash, 
Thrash... ‘Push your 
behind right out now, Ange! 
Жин faster!” Thrash! 
Thrash... Thrash 


Thrash... Lash!... Thrash! 





work hard! His selfless 





dedi 
compelling example 
1. On this page we 
exerting himself to the 
full to redeem another 
unfortunate female 
from the clutches of 
wickedness and 
indolence. 








Judith may be a demure and 
‘well-spoken young lady, the 
stuff of which pupllteacher. 
ян governesses are made. 
But she has broken the rules 
and this time it is she who is 
он the receiving end. 

The sharp impacts of the 
eme ring out one after 
mother across the nymph- 
checks of Judith’s arse. Such 
ladylike young backside 
undergoing so undignified a 
punishment! The silken 
whisper of stocking rises as 
her graceful legs squirm 
together. One knee jams 
frantically into the back of the other. The elegant ovals of 
Judith bum-cheeks twist aside and there is a wild cry. Not 
Surprisingly schen you view the smarting willoe-pattern of 
bamboo printed in fire on her behind. But you cannot per- 

such хөлс: 
“Want me to take you back to the beginning and start 
again, Judith? No? Then bend properly. Up on tiptoe, fore- 
сай он the chair seat. No need to blush about it.” 

So the caning continues. You no doubt pause from time to 
time to survey your handiwork. Then comes the dread utter- 

“Quite still, Judith 
yat 



































im not satisfied with your bottom 

















' number 15 we see James Miles again, and one of my Ах you can see one of the venerable observers has 
favourite drawings (left) shows the master demon- placed his top hat on his lap in order to conceal any e 
his consummate skill in front of the governors e arousing him with it 












of 





ale war- 
a spur to 





tesque, uncharitable faces of th 
5 picture, could hardly have acted 





So Mr Miles gently and almost te 
bamboo across the full pale cheeks of Elame's 
tom, For all her defiance, the youngster is gm 
lower lip apprehensively. Her hands are clenc 
ately and her ff former's buttocks are tensing 
ing under the menace of the bamboo touch umber 17 brings us ‘Sir Rodney's New Maid’ by 
‘With ай the time in the world, Mr Miles takes айт. David Redshaw Again we visit а severe Victorian 
Then, raising the cane he "гий ан саг split- оте 
ting Smack across both instance of moral 
gasps at the smart aud. 
squirm. Mr Miles knows from long experience tha 
initial smarting impact of the bamboo across Elaine's 
descent behind wil swell in intensity to a savage clima 
Ч seconds later. Expert that he is, he 
th that climax if its predeces 


ingly measures the 
y bot- 

eg al her 
desper- — possibly want it? 





































to coincid 








The Joc Clerk, with eyes laughing and mo 
admiration, an read te account exactly where 300 Pe 
hem with willow and bamboo. 











Aralella's shrieks of dis- 
tress, loud enough to ай 
en the dond, echoed round 
the vaulted, oak-beamed 
library. She bucked and 
тегй like a wild pony 
being broken in. Tad one 
devil of a job holding on to 
her 


But Miss Marelmain was 
fully roused too, and her 
patience exhausted. She 
Took hold of the top of the 
girl's drawers and, cil a 
Splitting, rending sound, 
literally tore them away 
from Arabella’ surging 
posterior 

This ias a canin 
lacking in finesse 
delivered in the white heat 
‘of anger, and stroke after 
Stroke rained down in 
"broken succession upon 
the general area that lay 
"ен Arabella's hips and 
The tops of her stocking. 

completely lost count of 
the number of strokes, they 
fell so thick and fast. 
Arablla’s tomboyishly 
compact little bottom cheeks 
quickly lost their pale cop- 
pery sheen as an untidy 
пту of thick, rid 
sprang ир o spoil their 
ivory beauty, 





When the frightful chas- 
tisement is finally over, the 
compassionate Sir Rodney 
comforts the poor 
wretched girl but confess- 
es that he cannot resist 
exploring the ridges of her 
bruised maltreated bo 
tom. Then he hastily cov- 
ers up the girl's naked 
ness, thus sparing her fur- 
ther hu and 
assures us: "Womaniser 1 
may be: but sadist 
NEVER! 

Well, of course, How 
could we possibly enter- 
tain such a notion! 





























Burton Manor : Correction Centre for Errant Wives. 
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Head Salz E‏ _ ڪڪ 






















































































"Pauline? Бу James Kenw: 
Number 28 | 


] on the trunk, анд we'll soon 
solve your problem. That’s it. Now 
place your hands on the for so that 
they support most of your weight. 
Good, now you're just nicely 
positioned. Your Боот higher 
than your head and you won't 

suddenly jump out of the way. 
Whack! "eem! P 












































IN ی‎ of nas 
ally comes out” In this inter. 
view I tell the story of how I discovered 
that was not alone in my fascination 
for The Story of O’. There were people 
who lived it out with gusto and imas- 
nation, for REAL. Moreover, they had 
their own fully developed philosophy 
and rituals, and, to my amazement 1 
found that belonged 

T had bought the book just to see what 
on earth it was all about 











Lanes amazed to discover that it turned me 
оп, fantasy, 1 dit think for one 
mon that us for кой or that peuple 
actualy did things Үй that, ms Surprises 
"n the reli tremendous frisson 1 got рот: 
‘he of idea of hs girl going to he тэл 
terion Chateau at Be command of her oe, 
o he айну and ied аш етот 
abuso and uated by his frida. The 
ook пулу religious undertones o il of 

бий шин to he intellectual about it 
бок. But itis ful of Catholic foime, 
The, hour shall) put И, surrender o the 
Divine Lover at whose behest she con do 
absolutely anything and loce doin it. What 
О docs is quit different but, үен imc, ir 
ery woman ing hose ae CAN do 
things for a seca man that we eun 
necessarily do merely by ош That's 
ahy decor werk then а ми hots Dat 1 
уон being sparked und ignes he con 
rat уран start whacking me. There has 
lo bea шонд, 

Жем the book certainty nt my 
imagination Би 1 doubted eher Ра cer 
an! subi to He tip or the cine in 
realty Canes har ppl 

So, hat changed ту mind? Ай, the 
meeting with Dr Murat ofcourse. My 
"gent had aranged for me to ist this mys- 
rows gentleman in his home т he coun 
уло discuss a commission о рийн spe 
“ш pori of his oie 

My frat impression. 

He was ап arrogant hated, hough 
му second impression. He di’ esti 
iter ge xctl as stage Frenchmen de 
His gestures were minimal. There wu a 
quietness about hi and an aura of power 
at money and self saure can Pri lo 
men of al, non acustomed o dest- 
ng wth тен libe that АЙ The тен Fe 
teed 1o he cie эч docile or ety 
боз. Га never met a mon like Dr Andre 
Murat ior 


At first everything seemed quite nor- 
mal. He looked through my porto 
We talked, 


But the, the hot scene changed, das: 
cally, cn remember i al sf tere es 
ету. Dr Murat ai, “We wi decus 














HOW I 
DISCOVERED 


C.P. 


usines after lunch. Suzette, you will nos 
seri ws, immediately” На хуй ump o 
er foet ond mowed ares e nom towards 
He door. His тке halted her half эму 

Лон nil өг course. be properly decet 

Her mouth opened a tle in dry “No, 
Anke she said. t not suitable. Not in 
front ofa guest ie de mot bun амд che 
иш! иг, 

өн fine?" cannot come the menace 

лай softly pon question. 

Suzete ай, Of course mot, monica. 

Thon please to go нд do exactly as yon 
are toll 

She lung me pls, mam osea 
ck аш йен walk o бе door. Mast 17 
вий. 

















He looked at her in total silence. She 
went out leaving that silence in the 

He escorted me to an alcove and bade 
mesit myself down at a table id for a 
тем. It was laid for two. Not three. 


De Murat chatted pleasantly about ан 
nd medicine, theatre ad fs бе perfect 
st Being a эй and interesting racon- 
teur. A silver plate slithered in front of me 
laten wi Parma ыт. tomas Ma 





celery sd eges. Hooked up to thank 
Sanc and almost choked over my ine. 
She were a tiny, transparent French mais 
apron and a rly сар. And that soes TT. 
“part from that ah was Чан naked, 
ашу! for high-heeled shoes. Her bres 
rer bare, and so, hen she turned аа bent 
er he tle, toos her backside, Across 
‘ach buttock check бете were bruise marks 
ж if she had recently fallen and banged he 
Self zery hc. (eas then familiar 
Sth he soetts left by the cane or the hp) 


The Doctor told his wife that she 
looked quite charming and then added: 


“Yon observe that our guests perfectly 
happy to see you des property for such 
ат occasion.. Yon wil now go and hare your 
сан nh ond then I il ме cat has ote 
one to prevent such behaviour erupting in 
ту howncheld agam. لیام‎ catene 
the smooth rm Of сийн house with 
яв anarchy tha is ll too common today. 

Ne do mol wish e common, do v 
Sic" 

о, monsieur; she said. She straightened 
шу and wea nr buttocks saying 
Aelii ший she opened the door and 

The Doctor and 1 went on chating, I 
өх macabre. Койу weird, he they 
rere o testing те. Paging some bizare 
с to which they knw he rules and 144: 

ot More tine, more talk and then Dr 
Andre Murat os 1o his fect and mura 
‘hate had а small domestic matar fo deal 
seth, He эш return in a fewe moment, 

1 теми towards He winds and lod 
‘ut over the хний enclosed courtyard il 
rich up wel im Ше centre. изно 
зууван. She vos completely naked но 
ely she ent herself ose the pointed 
ande honing of i ell her Shapely nur 
igh in the air 

The Doctor stepped through the doc 
ná allen wth а sudden excitement. 
te carried his hand on, flexible сан 
and Tne at once ha was going o do 
set ones lso Ний ought o have 
Кеп hoi at ths exhibition of her mal 
“мөхөл arrogance 1 ought Yo hae want 
fet е rushing don to protec por 
Suzette frm this horrendous bully ВМ. I 

Murat sold thie her amd tod to ome 
side, His arm төзе upsarde and 1 
cathe ту meh dry uf ту ies very 
а. и betrayed the inescapable fact hat 1 
зан having a supremely етиш, voyeuristic 
perience. 

The cane rose, hovered in the air анд then 
й сөте doen à am are of pure pain. A 
crimson хүй hegan to appear, ley, across 
оне already bruised uos, 


And that was the beginning. 1 
watched, mesmerised as the merciless 
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caning continued, (ling that Suzette 

гах somehow welcoming the strokes 
But the most unexpected part was this 
after the cane had come whamming 
down for the final stroke, parting the air 
with a whistle of so 











Such force atit 
ew то the heb 


Suzette stepped off the coping, and ту 
astonishment, she хийг! radiantiy, ung 
her arms around his neck. kissed him amd 
en rim across е courtyard and into he 
[o 


1 didit receive a spanking or caning 
оп that occasion. My initiation came 
ater when | had competed the por 
From that moment onwards my Ме 
seemed to take off in ай directions, but 1 
have never forgotten what De Murat 
said to me. 





“A man cannot demand too much ofa 
woman, Paula. You simply CANNOT ask 
o much of йет. Their prem today i 
that their тен demand too litle. Is the 
ау they've ben brought up. They believe 
they ought to be that way but is дийг. 
WRONG. They are to soft, o weak но 
rendy to apologise анд say ‘Sorry denr” 
Women do not like that at al. Not when 
they are Bing honest with themselves. They 
hale and take their revenge by running a 
man ragged.” Fe been discovering how 





The trouble comen 
fw aren't honest with thoes at all 
There are os many double standards, aná 
lis and social appearances to р up and 
worry aout whet the neighbours might 
sk all tht sort of thing. Oh, he was 
нум ай right. Ir tricky though, iw и? 
mud mod, sete bully went 
cer, Were dificult, we fonde 








1 was then asked by the Janus inte 
viewer "Do you fel pain ав pleasure? 
"Certainly not I answered. “Pain is 
pain. It hurts Be hell and thats ll it 
oes 
Then why do you do it" the inter- 
viewer pursued. 





“medi 1 meed the айв. Em not 
a doctor so 1 can't diagnose or prescribe, bul 





it may be that asoman Ше me, and 
masochistic men tov, although Im only talk- 
ing обом females, have а lotadrenaln 
count or whatever yow sont to cil it, 1 
ised to et very depressed and miserable and 
moody in my younger days. But any si 

pain, ike a pinch, a buru, a slap, айту 
make he adrenalin spurt, 1 believe, and 
energy os, Once arte this found 
{hat ту ovde vanished almost completely 
ord that's sy Граве no ned for drugs, for 
ampie, and | don't drink very much. | like 
"ite tot of vhi поз and then, but 
never compulsively. Он the other hand, (1 
Start to fed lows, and lacklustre and tired, 1 
Simply bend over and have a god ай 
padding and 1 cheer up at once! But 

he spanking the caning, the whipping. 

as such merely hurts, past as it does for 
anybody. 








T وه‎ tick on the event rom the 
Wantage point of today, stil regard 
и э an important crossroads from which 
new rends and new work branched 
Gut. 1 was able to start living out my 
fantasies, and illustrating them from a 

firm basis of experience. At first | want- 
ed to ну the submissive role, as О” did, 
because that is the way an inexperienced 
person learns about power and domi- 
nance. Now, ту Horizons have widened 
quie considerably! 
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Bat Freuds Бх 























INTO THE 
DRAGON'S 
LAIR 


By Pauline Wright 








Ok en hat is comic! cs le go on for evet, end 
46 il et borrar meni, err sel «сүл 
S eed. 
Erotic experience it might e, but бе pretty Monde stil had Wel 1 am at he end nn, and there isthe ig ok door 
lote shot Hat h mas maser of he hou and of e ques behind which he nasty hing hs. In hs cs he dor 
te! Furthermore М aly wanted o male her are soSore gies ts secret voy. Ты sigle werd HEADMISTRESS. 
die height just get up oi amd at est sert ol Tus should be a pi edo tha says “Boro the 
и Dragon” or perhaps, “Abandon hope ай ye who enter here. 


"Home from Home” by Andrew Grantham, 
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INCUN PARALLEL PUNISHMENT BARS 
год 
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конот for it's nightly dose of childish 
humiliating punishment. 

Afterwards, as she tottered out of his 
study scarlet-faced, tear-stained and 
sore-bottomed, she invariably encoun- 
tered Christian (her benefacor' son) 
"ойт raffishty in the айн, gazing 
Чад at her. 


And of course, much worse is to fol- 
low once the good Dr Dyson is away 
for a few days. Christian has his 
‘own plans for the sweet Eliza... 





She howled like а scalded cat - her bottom 
rose at least six inches in the air. She 
pummeled the seat of the Chesterfield 
dementedly with her tiny fists, and 
{асте the cushions wit her tears as the 

nmistakabl marks of the birch’ cruel 
Ais began to appear оп her bottom = like 
а developing negative. Angry-red, goose 
piriplesike als noze marred her 
‘smooth, pale cheeks. 

Christian Dyson birched Eliza шини 
fully until eid blisters began to show 
hogh up, он the summits of her checks, 
and several further down, when her bot 
tom-cleft widened, She was streaming 
with tears. She'd quite forgotten about 
her shame at hing naked... he threw her 
legs wide open, kicking and scisoring 
ike a wild thing, totally uncaring that 
she was thus revealing those secret pars 
of herself that every chaste maiden 











vesiwold Industrial School for girls, Yorkshire, 
1867.... Within the bare spartan walls of the 
Headmaster's study a grim lesson in discipline was 
being 
The scene is set for another Victorian melodrama. 
This time, "Ihe pretty itle blonde culprit was Eliza 
Fairchild, 18 year old pupil-teacher at the school. 














She was accuse of spreading "rank ungodliness” among the 
pupils in her care. copy of Charles Darwin's Origin of 
Species, a God-denying. blasphemous work 1f eer there зов. 
one, had been found secreted in her locker! She faces the 
"мн of governors with trepidation 








But Eliza is lucky. One of the these bewhiskered gentle- 
men agrees generously to assume responsibility for her 
moral rehabilitation. He adopts her into his own house- 
hold. 


True to his word Mr Dyson punished Eliza daily. Every 
evening at eight o'clock prompt, Eliza had to present herself 
before him, strip down to her wnderclothes, hend Masi 

over her benefactor’ lec, and offer up her scantily-clad 
















































Night Canings by АЛ. Mason. 


That was wi 
started. 1030 as you lay in 
your bed in the darkened 
dorm, half an hour after lights 
ош, and everyone on edge, on 
tenterhooks, even Lisa 
Howard who could put on an 
air of bravado about the 
whole thing, Everyone won- 


"Get them down, girt” 
Somehow, scarcely kzcwing 
what she was doing, Julia 
pulled down the pajama bot- 
Toms анд then was bent o 
the stool. I was a dream, it 
couldn't really be happen 


cing rudely awakened in 
the night, bundled out of 
bed and hauled away by 
fiendish females to be thrust 
unceremoniously, bottom-up 
over a stool would certainly 
not be the way I would 
choose to receive a caning. 
But then, how would 1 choose 
to receive it? Well... the sur 
round 


would want deep pile carpet, 
tall french windows overlook- 


face for me to 
while 
sipping 


the spectacle of my chastise 
mused interest, 


accuracy. A female spectator 
might say, "How can such a 

1i tute take so much?” 
and I would gloat over these 
words and push my bottom 
out further showing off wild- 
1y! d steal a glance at the 

woman and see her face was 
flushed and wonder if she 

might possibly be imagining 
herself in my place 


























cut out for me. The phot 
vang athlete in the theo 














something else to be distressed 
The immense womar 
such fervour looks infini 
cular and threatening th 
ing man in the background. She is 
quite alarming - must use her agai 
The full page illustration opposite 
needs no explanation. 
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"Memoirs of a Retired Schoolmaster” 




















“Nostalgia” - Caned again down memory lane. 

















IN THE LAND OF UTOPIA ‘seinen ete 


y RT. Mason. 


тагу top of the бошоо 
was Mr Henry Greenaway. 






































































Анд so once more the unfortunate 
Susan found herself in her room with 
‘a male Easterby - this one perhaps 
even worse than his father 

TH give you a pound if you let me 
do you and you don't tell Mr 
Green ped, his fingers 
ейи at the buttons of Susan's 














st she could, Susan 
her hend... "Right 
off all your clothes 
and we’ see how you like a taste of 
ту bet! 

Half sitting, half lying on the bed, 
Susan uontched him take the belt out 
of he loops of his trousers and wind 
the buckle round his fist. She knew 
the could stop this 
happening. She started crying. 

‘Come on you snivelling slag!” spat 
out the Easterby's well-mannered 
son. He whipped the end of the belt 
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2% 
An English Girl in the Middle East 























THE EN COUNTER 



































A Readers’ Letter 


PUNISHMENTS UNSEEN: 
THE EVIDENCE REVEALED. 
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He Lavig Present مه‎ dank 


Mr Mackie surveyed his work: the sob- these shortcomings in your behaviour 
bing, trembling girl, the scarlet-striped — just on the point of your leaving St. 


bottom, ‘Millicent’. 1 had sincerely hoped that 
‘Now Miss, I do hope that is some- you would have been proof against 

thing you ll remember’ them by now. You will be expected to 
Yarn" carry our standards with you, you 
She could hardly gasp! now, after you have left here, as a И 


"Because Гат very saddened to find — ing example to the world at large. 


UTTTEVI 
h ui 














BEAUTY & THE BIRCH FS 














Cold Showers 
and Canings 


by RT. Mason, 


Pippa Stevens naturally had no ides of 
the effect she had had on the new 
English Mistress, ico if nothing else 
had learned to conceal her feelings 























Halfeey trough Lymn brote offto тий py 
Pippa's knickers up even tighter, and 
made the now crying girl spread her 

legs wider. Then she simply resumed, 


methodically zipping the switch into 
that same narro str 

Repeatedly striking the same spot 
ох naturally much more painful than 
spreading the strokes out; Би! after hav- 


“| ing had her other desire thwarted Lynn 


avas in the mood to inflict pain.’ 

















friendly gir? 


WHIPS INCORPORATED 
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‘umber 38, and once more we 

hurtling back in our Time 
Machine to the 1880's, In a well 
researched historical recreation by 
Richard Manton we learn about a 
most extraordinary establishment 
run by a lady called Mrs Wolter. It 
was known as The Chastising 
Service” and the truth about it 
remains more bizarre than the 
wildest erotic fiction! 











И was lo Hat Mrs Walter was having 
the time of her fe thrashing ай hose 
nubile bare bottoms - but she never 
rad without payment. She had no 
ine 1o. England's best were rushing for- 
vard wi fistfuls of money begging her 
to take it. Had some dirty-minde ad 
Suggested that she was а lew or pervert 
fd woman, he would have found himself 
engulfed in a blizzard of libel writs. Her 
] had а list of patrons and 
oral guarantors, 

Anyone who imagined that the goings- 
оп in the punishmment-room were a dark 
"and shameful secret has yet to under 
Stand Mrs Walter, or indeed the mores of 
the era. She was proud of what she did 
and she told the word in great detail. It 
twas her best advertisement, The more 
She told. the greater eas the crush round 
Porchester Gardens and the more 
frequent the arrival of an apprehensive 
adolescent schoolgirl or a strapping 
































young wench, at Clifford House in 
Clifton. 

For the select fs, Mrs Walter even 
offered conducted tours of the punish 
ment-room. When a girl's bare bottom 
ts under the birch. came or whiplash, 
only the mistress and her helpers won 
фет the room, as rule. Yet it was easy 
enough to arrange that the visitors 
Should рар and overhear the proceedings 
Indeed, for the truly favoured, Mrs 
Walter even provided lunch as well. 

Describing her method т her brochure, 








Mes Walter explained that he girl would 
be positioned as necessary, hands held 
together under the table and legs also 
firmly together. Then the skirt and knick- 
ers would be removed: 

“Taking my birch," said Mrs Walter, 1 
measure my distance and, standing at the 


side, proceed to strike.” The strokes were 
itor with what she called ‘full force 
Тону she began with ten or tivetve, 
“each stroke differently placed,” across the 
girls backside, 1 begin on the other side 
and work back again.” 
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Sent AN 





1 wouid rather have dressed as the 


a severe PT instru ment made out of a plastic washing ln 





[noticed he made no attempt 
to introduce Sylvia. He was 
Somewhere in his 405, she 
hont ten years his нийн. She 
эйе at me but хий nothing: 
She wore a leather collar around 
her neck and clearly she was ан 
іон sine 

We crawled across the bridge 
Melancholy hoots сите 
архи, rom the vessels он the 
East River and then, suddenly, 
ane were moving beten 
impossibly tall buildings down 
the canyons of the East Side of 








uddenly we have 
reached number 50, but 
what has happened? 
The last issue to be men- 
tioned was 38 
h will be clear what hap- 
pened when you read on. I 
had been to New York to 
make films and do illustra 
tion work, There had bee 
other visits to the Big Apple, 
but they had only been short 
and my Janus work had not 
been interrupted. This visit 
proved to be different. 1 had 
breezed off, full of excitement 
and expectation, informi Manhattan. We drew up at à 
the Editor that I would be away for te residential apartment Mock fronted by an 
ale al que р o er ar e pene e rs amie A 









































Tm айза ilet him down. Afera ou car and drioer to pic me up. "ic ope’ condominium building fr 
month away, Î was invite fo stay on Гвен in und ш down and od sure. Cassie decanted herself oe 
Tor more бин. They sounded intrigu- теу staring at am buho witha Бо Srl and could see her for e first 
ing. The director was Henri Pachard He of champagne peering at me and wink. time a her ахийн finery, wondrous 
зам Thad wanted to work with him for ing tog sou ia lo cul corsage wich 
long time’ then my friend Al Тэсийн pared away from the rete quite at of hr Pros. Cossie is 
Goldstein interviewed me for sown sd and oe sci into the stream of y her carly 30%, aud has 
able TV. programme, “Midnight Blue” trafic on Queens Ви heading a high-powered job in a magazine distribu- 
And introduced me to magazines hat de th Sk Sire Bride tion company chen she isn't Benga sae 
needed illustrations. was whirled Cassi face saram ut of he darkness io this master sn yet та. 



















Around having lovely time until Ase me om the check We are picking The hal dorman hs her and opens 
relied that my visa had almost run y master in oe, she said. Mor my rs and nods as se 
Out. Nearly iv months had posse! and Sylvia. er hv. He nod. N 
Tm not surf the Editor has ever or ^ Trece me hs ofthe shops American хний ever bouw o anyone; Sh 
given me and restaurants lanae fifa тин anise іно the right foyer and 
So here is part of my final offering 10 Jae sli at me ee geil alo He ascends nthe elev, 

Janus арралтда few months aer ad ar Swed nr pasket amd N hape ow суудаг vis around 





йе scene sid Andrese my ar. 1 
her rom various interviews that vou 





my return, telling of my adventures on gn operonecled shir. His ший were 
‘one evening out of that six months in pouring champagne into a cu glass fi 





S E و‎ aapt 
هو اه‎ i. 

Te 

буз Үл Pel al y afila re e машин 


f punishment in schools. No uniforms, no 





koennen РИ 











"Yes, indeed. Ianas а “Varsity, lecturing. 
ut new ice im New York full time. 1181 
T couldn't pass up the chance to met he 
Lady whose iletrations 1 have so often 
admired in Janus. 

F sipped ice-cold champagne and felt as if 
Td beon transported to the Arabian Nights 














My apartment was at the top ofa wood- it Baghdad on the Subway. My usual. School memory was still very much a part 
en fame ous ina vecinal یی‎ on теам of transport into Manhattan ithe uy attitudes and ту teachers ad Deen 
Queens, the residential suburb of New subway, crammed with ordinary working figures of authority imbued with that ethic. 
York City. Gazing through my window | People, black and white, of whom 1 count My parents had never laid a finger он me 
ший se the Empire Stale buiding amd myself as ome. This wes a hexury might ad neither ad my teachers, but my school 
the ating lights of Manhattan in dhe and T intended to enjoy it. "os the emancipated product ofa system 
dies Мино the pta. cond aso, Аби? ено you got Jamas он here; hose rots were buried dep ta the past, 
See the sico mouse pulling wp out. said. aiii 
Sethe hous, 0 weaved ой өн... АМ soften asime would ما‎ continuity tradi, ehh in 
Womens ви logged "answered лиза There is a bois مه‎ ‘America had never eed. experience 
Maced deci ‘Sad here copies apar ам hen hey Ihe cane o the frst time when Тан 23. 1 


"A uniformed chanfenr opened he deor do there are queues o buy them. I is very юм toit like a duck to water Би T wasn't 
ofthe limousine. My, ой mu, but the dog highly regarded out here, almost a collec. to frantically interested in school fantasy 
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punishment 
Toa see tha Andrew им. Не 
gays ant to play the strict sch 
"ling there were no isle 
ши schoolgirls 10 corre 
York, They sore T-shirts, Levis and sneak 
ers and didn't obey anybody. The English 
girl ol model had нв place in their 
АП English girls 
он those ийе had the most modern ‘com 











prehensive” education, can stil immediate 
ly understand the Janus teal. Por. 
Andrev. thought he must miss Engla 

Cassie returned. accompanied by a 
Iroadshoulderd, dark-haired youngich 
тан ию cos our host for he сутту. 

This is Mike,” she said. "He knoes aho 
you ae so you don't have to tell h 

Mike shook my hand and smiled gently: 

The limousine smoothed us swiftly 
through darker streets downtown to a dis- 
trict once famous for Их gloomy wurehous 
es and garment ماه‎ and we drew 
p outside Paddles on 4284 

What can Isay about Pads? Lam not 
om expert on D & S clubs. attend very 
few in London. Getting into it was vin a 
tiny square of orange light in hc a face 
‘appeared to look us over. The face had a 
end cigar stuck out of its mouth. The fan- 
ву ios that of n speakeasy during the 
years of Prohibition. 1 felt, as the door 
‘reluctantly opened, that vos walking into 
the set of one of those old Jimmy Cagney 

















movies, end Mr Cagney oval he inside 
وا‎ fo ofer un all а киз from a oll 
(of rout he'd reed ир in the bathroom. 

Paddles is small and poky. The lls 
wer painted ack amd he roof zeas criss- 
‘rose seith ventilator shafts datg from 
ins days as a ores. АЙ the plumbing. 
sos om sic. Ау her, a pair of stocks, 
nd then a small ner room, here i 
Seemed the action was ging оп. Авах: 
‘teed ird in Hack moved almost 
وی‎ against the dark sal. Disco 
music deafened us, being played at full 
ce evel by a demented dic okey 
Incarcerated т a нту Both People were 
doing things I suppose, but it war dificult 
loser. A small, very intense-looking girl 
хэв ending oser a lure та dari 
Ihr are buttocks илт а тиу we 
идет the ultr colt. Her master х 
thrashing her хий. great, and so, Зай 
ation. One stroke fl, and then he fondled 
her buttocks for several minute before 
cometen he net stroke of a long hin 
SI riding crop type instrument. Ab well 
everyone has their oem ay these mat 

We sere in the middle of the hottest 
hostias New York had ver had and there 
was по тиза dosen here. 1005 
Seeing lk a pig ond ту strapless 
wong үлеп was sticking cami to my 
highs. 

Half a-dozen middle-aged harpies were. 


























forcing male slaves to kiss their Gestapo 
"мин and other ings I have no taste 
a all for watching men being шини. 
Te rico sehen Mike suggested 00 

М lane and go visi the Hellfire Club 
Sehere there could al цам be reom lo 
Siring a دای‎ anyone felt ike 
iringing such a feline. 

The Hellfire Club was even hotter. A 
converted sewer, Ги told, й smelled Ше i 
The same speakeasy entrance and we must 
have looked incongruous, driving up in 
such an eapensitedloetine car with cho 
Jeur and al, and then picking our way 
across a garbage-strewn sidewalk past a 
eccle of haces leaning against walls but 
realy to bounce anyone making trouble. 
We didn't make any trouble 

Once you enter the Club, social status 
vanishes, For ай could telt, the strange- 
Ica figured sitting around and waiting 
for something interesting to happen might 
е the very Brahmins of Wall Street, mil- 
онно lo a man, but there would be no 
ходу of knowing this by looking at them, 
The point Iam making here is that my ou. 
fantasy would be to be taken 10 °0°s 
chateau and strung up among the chande 
Tiers of a beautiful house with marble stair- 
cases and fountains, so 1 never did accus- 
tom myself to the American love of dirty 
cellar, cockroaches and rats behind the 
plumbing. For them itis a catharsis, а 
Complete change rom the environment of 
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"том sybaritie cry i sic they tive 

он Long Island or in mensions off Park 

"and Madison, but 1 yearned for Luxurious 

Surroundings amd 1 didn't lake at ай othe 

Smell, the hent and the spulchral Hack 

tells. However, Й us Digger Ван 

Puddles. Cassie stared around, all уув and 
Since {ew Andrew цав dying to have inocent. "Not here,” she said breathlessly 

ago at me (did have ту en reputation se a lies ir тше. 








to uphold after my James intervie and "Yes, right herc, хай Mike. “Over my 

photo sessions!) T meekly agree to bend Ina. Сонс along. 

"mer lift up my evening dress ad allow  _B-but the drier; she cried aghast. 

"Ми to have his wicked way with me in Hell sec 

true pedagogic fashion. He was, Га “So? said Mike coldly. 1 pay him and 

guessed, ан expert, He usod abroad pad- he lites the ob. Ооа 

Же weith inset studs ай around the rim, Cassie loosed off a female quan as he 

and he heat ту тайга buttocks rd and pulled her arm, and oth her breasts fell 

Jast in a туйт tattoo covering both owt as she was inexorably ent over his 

heks, md Men one ага me, ший ту оо. Баас, Hor ed came den in my lap and I 

backside име gently roasting рине her don stout ану regret at all 
Cassie and Mike watched, and then Mike The idon of Cassie having her evening dross 

red Andrew a slender cone. Hefin- пр around her хий! and getting a bare 





ished me of with elo stinging strokes bottom spanking ахас droce through the 
paced wi precision only а schoolmaster streets of the city la me up ie a Roman 
an hope to emulate. He passed between came, 1 bas a definite He devil in me 
‘ich stroke, caressing my buttocks with and was mot aout to make sympathetic 
Sry, papery hands, nd then brought the noises, [ewe that this protesting litlle- 
не doen with a sham Dat fel like hell- irt performance was ай part of her act and 
fire itself. Cassie screeched ite protest hat her check, hidden in my lp, were 
"ut Mike, her master. bade her silent -or Pushing хай pleasure at he thought that 
Фе. My women friends, ve noticed, are ihe caer could see it all n the rear 
‘often ful of this psedo-sympathy for the mirror. Her dross soas pulled up and she 
poor bonten victim ий уон сан рш the had no panties en and 1 thought sehat a 
©те in Meir fair ile hands and hee Beautiful bottom she had. She u so oboi- 
Mey hit harder than he men. My plump ously prepares and oady for чањо 
little oss" was om fire and 1 inas beginning. apponed hat night. 
Jogo up on a marcello adrenalin high SLAPP 

As straightened 1 чко that shadowy Dosen come doton Mike's hand, and 
figures from the surrounding glow had Cassie yellc out loud, taken by surprise at 
Miró round im а semicircle in order tothe reg of i pul hitting her round- 
vateh me eng thrashed. They melted buttocks. She is lexuriows across the 
umay ах soon as the sow as over. They Tip and there was plenty of hare, spankable 
vent hack into Her um words again. 1 fesh to castigate. Mike castigated it ruti 
was а little disappointed not 1o able to ее less whe Cass cried, amd wriggle 
The rections on her faces as 14е loce he and kicked up her legs as he smacked her 
rapport tl ан audience chen Ham being bare posterior and turned it crimson. | 
caned, and it was also a Mofa eden to could «ce the marks far better han at either 
Ine hat the id lighting made it dificult of the йш. A Bush sprang up against 

















Jor me to study my punishment marks the creamy white of her soft flesh every 
зүй clarity. өс his hand ht her, анд she jerked and 
Al one in the morning we left and velle and buried her face in ту lap. 1 


returned o the limousine and it was then could ferl her hot breath rough the fabric 
that my own fantasies began to be fulfilled. of my evening dress amd 1 didn't think 

So far, no one except те had done anything. where she xas Breathing was ан accident. 
at all, Cassie und Sylvia were onlookers, T began to get very turned ou myself. 

and cboionsly excited, but ey were being The car drew up outside the apartment 
held in reserve. On the ony back to Mike's block and the chanffeur opened the door 
apartment 1 found out for what they were while Cassie was sl trying to put her 


Being ser, rosis away. His face remained ранет. 
The limousine did have a cooler and sol 740 beg your pardon, he said. 

зөн feeling a lot more comfortable. 1 By the яс we reached Mike's penthouse 
repaired my make-up, ravaged by the heat, Twas hoping for further adventures myself. 

and smiled around. "What next? The My paddling and caning аг the chub had 

hight is ы young. оттай me ар, and [sos ah for more 


"И surely Бу said Mike. "And I feel it is Mike chocs us cer his fabulous apart- 
time ou paid for ай those stupid protests ment and then tok Cassie and me out onto 
он were making in the club, Cassie” е balcony with its breathtaking view oer 


Manhattan, A million jewel lights from 
ай the building лет the darkness, 
Ne York never steps, they claim, 1 don't 
ink that san idle hoast. И never dos 

Andres and his Sylvia remained in the 
тай apartment. sipping tine ав prepar- 
ing for some small devilry of their owon. 

Cassie and std in the col night air 
amd най in deeply, leaning against the 
stone parapet. 

ЗАЙ your dresses, both of you, and hend. 
over, sad Mike's quiet but very лийн 
tive voce, “Yon haven't had enough Раши. 
Tean tll and Cassie must learn NOT lo 
interfere with my orders” 

Cassie and 1 looked at cach other appre- 
wise Ther vil a voluptuous sigh of 
resiguation she hen over the parapet. 1 
fellow her, daring 1o stick my bottom out 
nti. 1 almost wished adu! We 
кий vl loud with surprise and shock 
ж the first stroke of Pe leather strap 
descended. Mike gave us the shorts 
hardest, sets strapping Г hd in 
years. Whoowoo = but it stung. И really 
DID HURT. He struck me and Cassie 
alternately, so her shrieks were a counter» 
eint to mine. Авай Jl that build-up 
side sich makes И ай scort and 
rich no one sho Танил experienced it cm. 
"onderstond, Hat surge of energy mid the 
accumulation of heat radiating from ту 
sh which is pain but beyond pain, IF is 
stronger than amy pleasure that T know. 

The lights in the adjacent building 
seemed 1o surge towards me as lung 10 
the co! parapet, сай one a square of bril- 
lance hiding а room in which mysterious 
Nese Yorker lived out their оюн private 
existences. Were any of them having as 
Interesting а time as Га! hat moment? 

sos until soas он ту way home in 
Ac timo that 1 suddenly clapped my hand 
to my mouth and stared at Cassie side: 
eyed хий shock of a olo пайка. 

Tm fling он location tomorrow; 
exclaimed Whatever sil the make-up 
lady say hen she sees Im smothered in. 
bruises from here to here! have two nude 
scenes on the schedule” 

The make-up lady toak it Ай in her 
stride, as 1 might have un she would, 
You have heen a naughty girl. haven t you 
Paula?" she said, inspecting my backside as 
1 bent over in the bathroom. “Don't cory. 
сан cover the maris, honey, and luckily 
уон те being shot in a scene with blue and 
red gas. The director won't notice any 
dnm thing. 

And he didn't 
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This is the final drawing, 
and one of my favourites. 


Owed Dreams 


Dear Stealers! 


